CHAPTER XXVI
THE HEAT wave persisted. Towards evening
everybody on the clematis-hung balcony of the
bungalow "The Three Cypresses" drew a little
breath of relief. The moment for escape from a
heat and languor almost intolerable had arrived
at last, Pooralli, standing just outside and watching
the fierce passing of the sun behind the lavender-
blue mountains, held up his hand. The other serv-
ants stooped forward. The blinds flew up. The
little company seemed suddenly plunged into a sort
of scented twilight, the magnolia and white tobacco
plants unfurling their leaves as though by magic.
The perfume of the roses was almost overpowering,
and, as if some one had opened a secret vault, a soft
breeze stole up through the pines, through the ter-
raced gardens into that very sweet little stretch of
country round Grassleyes.
The Marquise, lying at full length upon a chaise
longue, attired in a diaphanous white neglige, threw
but her beautiful arms and gave a little cry of joy,
David Granet, whose white ducks looked cool
enough, fanned himself vigorously. The Marquis,
in white tussore, made a sign to his servant and the
gentle tinkle of ice was suddenly heard in the back-
ground. Nearly every one from the bungalows was
collected there for an evening aperitif. Very re-